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CUTTY  SARK 

By  the  sea,  on  a distant,  lonely  shore. 

Below  the  white  Mistress  who  comes  and  goes, 

I saw  the  beauty  of  a night  time  sky. 

A myriad  of  facets  sparkled  above  and  before  me. 

The  gentle  pounding  of  waves  beckoned  me—  to  listen... 
To  the  gentle  whisper  of  the  breeze. 

Yet,  it  is  to  the  sea  I am  drawn. 

For  across  its  expanse. 

Sails  a ship  that  holds  my  Heart  safe. 

She  is  my  Cutty  Sark. 

Robert  Heusser 


5 


WILL 


I was  comfortably  drunk  in  my  comfortable,  overstaffed  arm  chair,  a 
cheap  cigar  hanging  out  of  my  mouth  that  fought  the  whiskey  for  bite  and 
bitterness.  It  was  ten  o’clock;  in  a few  more  hours  I could  legitimately  end  the 
day  and  go  to  bed  and  let  a restless  sleep  ease  the  anxiety  of  a self-viewed 
wasted  life.  And  then  tomorrow  I’d  wake  up  and  go  about  my  miserably 
regulated  routine,  ending  up  drunk  and  alone  at  the  end  of  another  empty 
day. 

Three  more  inches  of  whiskey  and  my  body  relaxed.  My  eyes  closed,  my 
mouth  hung  open,  and  the  distant  sounds  of  my  own  snoring  backgrounded 
my  dreams. 

It  was  summertime  in  my  dream,  thirty  years  in  the  past.  I was  playing  in  a 
green,  waving  field  of  grass,  loving  life,  finding  thousands  of  reasons  for 
interest  in  it  as  I darted  about  chasing  butterflies  and  knelt  to  examine  frogs 
and  ants.  To  my  left  was  a small  pond,  and  all  around  me  a vast  and  heavy 
forest.  The  air  was  sweet  on  my  young  face,  the  earth  soft  and  gentle  on  my 
feet.  And  all  around  the  field  ran  my  boyhood  dog  Will,  chasing  squirrels, 
rabbits  and  the  wind. 

Something  went  wrong.  The  air  became  hostile  and  sharp.  Smoke  stung 
my  eyes,  a roaring  filled  my  ears.  The  edge  of  the  meadow  was  rising  in  giant 
red  and  orange  flames.  I tried  to  run  but  my  feet  failed  me,  so  I rested  on  the 
ground  and  watched  the  beautiful  but  deadly  fire  close  in  on  me. 

Will  raced  on  the  outside  of  the  flames,  trying  to  get  back  and  forth  to  me. 
“Will...  stay  there...  it’s  alright,”  I called  to  him.  “It’s  alright  Will.  I’m 
alright...” 

And  I was  alright.  I felt  good  in  the  heat,  warm  and  secure  and  tired.  “Stay 
away  Will...  I’m  fine,  don’t  worry.”  The  circle  of  fire  grew  smaller,  I became 
very  sleepy,  and  the  only  thing  that  kept  me  from  fading  was  the  barking  of 
Will. 

I knew  what  those  flames  would  do  to  me,  but  I didn’t  care.  It  was  as  if  I 
knew  what  was  ahead  of  me  in  life.  I was  a child  with  the  knowledge  of  a life 
that  was  to  be  lived  unwisely,  a miserable  life  that  might  as  well  end  in  that 
field  before  it  was  relived  as  it  had  been.  Those  flames  would  erase  what  had 
been  and  burn  the  anxiety  before  it  had  a chance  to  start,  before  it  had  a 
chance  to  rule. 

And  it  would  have  ended  there  if  not  for  my  dog  Will. 
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He  burst  through  the  flames,  his  black  and  white  coat  smoldering,  and 
rushed  to  my  side  where  he  dug  his  teeth  into  my  shirt  sleeve.  I fought  him  as 
he  pulled  me  towards  the  edge  of  the  circle,  but  he  was  strong  and 
determined,  his  only  purpose  then  to  keep  me  alive,  no  matter  what  I 
thought  best  for  me.  I tried  to  rise  but  he  knocked  me  down  and  kept  tugging 
and  pulling,  his  forceful  bite  on  my  shirt  stronger  than  my  resistance. 

“Let  me  alone  Will!’’  I cried.  “I  want  it  this  way!  Please  leave  me  alone!” 
But  he  kept  pulling  and  tugging  me  out  of  those  flames. 

As  we  cut  through  the  fire  the  heat  scorched  my  face  and  body,  and  then 
we  were  out.  He  pulled  me  to  the  small  pond  and  didn’t  release  his  grip  until  I 
was  seated  in  the  coolness  of  the  water.  I sat  there  watching  the  fire  burn 
itself  out  in  the  center  of  its  circle,  feeling  the  water  ease  the  burning  pain  of 
my  body. 

Then  Will  was  gone.  He  took  off  at  a trot  towards  the  deep  forest  across  the 
field,  his  coat  still  smoldering  from  the  fire. 

“Will!  Come  back!  I need  you  Will!” 

He  stopped  at  the  edge  of  the  forest  and  looked  back  at  me,  his  dog  eyes 
filled  with  a wisdom  beyond  mortal  knowing. 

“I  am  here...  with  you  always,”  he  seemed  to  say.  “—Just  call...”  And  he 
was  gone. 

Sirens.  Flashing  lights.  Men  in  uniform  running  and  yelling  and  dragging 
hoses.  A flashlight  in  my  eyes. 

“He’s  coming  around...” 

“Get  that  stretcher...  he’s  badly  burned.” 

“Mister...  mister...  can  you  hear  me?” 

I nodded,  hurting  all  over.  I was  soaking  wet. 

They  put  me  carefully  onto  a stretcher  and  carried  me  quickly  to  a waiting 
ambulance.  As  we  drove  away  I saw  my  house  being  eaten  by  flames. 

“What  happened?”  I asked. 

“Your  house  burned  down,”  the  EMT  said. 

The  cigar... 

“How...  how  did  I get  out?”  I said. 

“Good  question,”  the  EMT  said.  “They  found  you  in  the  back  yard,  half 
way  into  the  pool.  You  musta  crawled...  lucky  man.” 

I lay  still  because  movement  hurt  my  body.  I turned  m\'  head  to  look  out 
the  window  and  saw  the  ragged  tear  in  my  shirt  sleeve.  The  EMT  saw  me 
looking  at  it  and  smiled.  “Looks  like  a dog  got  a hold  of  vou...”  he  said. 

Will... 


David  Muse 
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FALLING  STARS 


Count  the  colors  on  a masterpiece 
From  the  fullest  to  the  least 
Can  you  really  see  them  all? 

Who  gets  chosen  for  a curtain  call? 

See  the  players  on  the  silver  screen 
Do  you  find  yourself  remembering 
About  those  heroes  from  so  long  ago? 

Though  many  had  names  that  we  may  never  know. 

Count  the  people  that  no  longer  live 
We’ll  never  know  what  they  tried  to  give 
Some  had  caused  more  than  just  a spark 
But  most  have  never  even  left  a mark. 

Count  the  stars  up  in  the  sky 
It’s  not  impossible  if  you  try 
Some  will  fall  long  before  they’re  seen 
Maybe,  you  can  see  just  what  I mean. 

Dreams  aren’t  always  so  hard  to  see 
You  have  to  try  a little,  just  like  me 
It  makes  no  difference  how  high  they  are. 

It’s  just  a falling  star. 


Tod  A.  Colby 
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LONELY  ARE  THE  DEAD 


Lonely  are  the  dead 
Forgotten  in  their  graves, 

Lost  cemeteries  by  the  road 
Overgrown  with  grass  and  vine, 
Iron  gates  hung  by  rusting  hinges 
Guarding  the  pass  of  time. 
Weather  worn  stones  fading  away 
Leaving  our  past  behind. 

Jeff  French 


Thomas  P.  Maguire 
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THE  NEWCOMER 

I saw  your  ruined  face, 
dim  spirit  flickering  through 
demon-haunted  eyes. 

I heard  your  wordless  lament,  the  sighs  of  years  lost, 
years  at  random. 

You  stood  alone,  all  sure  ties  of  love  broken. 

I watched  your  shadow  rise  and  turn  the  corner 
out  of  sight 
seeking  the  light. 

I brought  you  to  my  people  and  sat  you  down  among  them. 
You  crumbled  into  a chair, 
sent  up  your  walls, 

and  absorbed  yourself  in  private  grief. 

In  time  you  began  to  fight  us, 

to  criticize  our  ways,  plague  us  with  maledictions. 

But  you  found  no  real  opponents  here, 
only  understanding  smiles 
to  fuel  your  anger. 

We  recognized  the  fear  behind  your  cruelty. 

Time,  we  said. 

Time  has  the  power  to  heal  you. 

Soon  after  you  imagined  us  with  halos, 
a company  of  angels,  huge  and  distant  in  our  serenity. 

You  made  us  laugh 

with  your  piety,  and  we  told  you 

We  are  not  saints.  We  are  not  saints. 

We  are  just  people  who  once  were  desperate  too, 
who  have  lived  at  the  center  of  tremendous  storms. 

We  have  collected  our  various  pain  and  offered  it  up 
to  a loving  God. 

You  stayed  with  us, 
having  no  other  place  to  go, 
and  I watched  your  spirit  rise, 
becoming  whole,  watched  you 
build  bridges  across  loneliness, 
heard  with  you  the  cosmic  laughter 
that  soothes  the  soul, 

saw  the  course  of  your  silent  inward  journey 
altered, 

walked  with  you 

through  long,  dark  tunnels  of  fear 
into  open  sunlight 
and  common  miracle. 


in 


\\v 

Thomas  P.  Maguire 
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NEXUS 


Your  raspy  laugh 
held  me  close 
and  I knew  it  was 
with  you  I wanted 
to  share  a story. 
There’s  a rainbow 
that  connects  us 
from  within, 
your  sadness  and  your 
seeking  eyes  melt  in 
its  gleam; 

and  my  emptiness 
is  filled. 

We  need  not  take  a 
chance  on  romance, 
or  carry  on  with 
promises, 
so  long  as  we  keep 
unravelling 
inside  our  rainbow 
song; 

catching  shades  of 
happiness  we 
once  knew. 


Lois  Reed 
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A WATERY  END 


Again,  I was  swept  away 

By  a wave  of  self-pity 

into  a sea  of  dissasimilation 

All  I see  is  salt  water 

No  sun-painted  horizons 

Where  I once  touched  the  surface 

I now  sink  into  despair 

I struggle  hard  against  the  current 

Though  it  seems  a waste  of  time 

Gasping  for  air  without  a moment  to  spare 

plunging  deeper  all  the  while 

I’ve  grown  too  tired 

and  I never  fear  the  end 

Instead  I search  the  darkness 

And  greet  the  reaper  like  a friend 

My  head  is  rolling  faster 

Throbbing  with  the  pain 

I am  alone  in  this  ocean 

The  shores  are  souless 

Does  anyone  really  care 

Will  I ever  rise  again 

Lost  without  a friend 

My  separate  hell  on  earth 

Washing  away  this  casualty 

Don’t  delve  into  my  pool 

It  wouldn’t  be  worth  the  bother 

Of  getting  your  cynical  appetite  whet  (wet) 

Though  you  know  I’m  in  the  water 

It’s  a finale  that  I’ll  never  forget 

A splash  in  a frigid  body  of  desperation. 

Tim  Delaney 
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FIVE  MINUTES 


We  met  together  in  a dream  once. 

It  was  late  October,  and  you  had  snuck  away  from  the  crowd. 

Your  cheeks  were  rosy  and  your  face  was  full  of  life. 

You  told  me  about  Bogart  and  Bacall — about  Errol  Flynn  oozing 
masculinity. 

Everywhere  we  went,  people  were  alive  with  renewed  spirit. 

Competition  was  thriving.  Nationalism  had  re-surfaced.  We  were  proud 
again. 

For  the  first  time  I felt  like  a real  man. 

You’ve  always  been  brave.  Rugged  individualism,  frontier  spirit 
That  smile  of  yours  that  would  melt  away  all  my  defenses  if  I were 
a woman 

You  told  me  about  driving  down  the  coastline  and  wondering  about  the 
time  capsule. 

You  said  they’d  know  everything  about  us,  yet  we’d  know  nothing  about 
them. 

I swallowed  hard  and  tried  to  blink  away  the  tears.  You  were  so  dramatic. 
They’d  know  if  we’d  used  those  nuclear  weapons,  yet  we  know  we’re  safe 
with  you. 

The  trident  missiles,  ICBM’s,  Pershing  II,  B-l-B’s,  rocket  launchers, 
stockpiling  missiles. 

in  Europe,  The  Grenada  Glory,  the  Beirut  brilliance I salute  your,  sir. 

With  every  hike  in  the  defense  budget;  every  covert,  illegal  mining  of 
Nicaraguan  harbors, 

every  increase  of  military  advisors  in  El-Salvador,  and  with  every  secret 
CIA  murder 

Manual  for  the  Contras  in  Nicaragua,  you’ve  wrapped  us  in  a warm,  glowing 
blanket  of  eternal  peace.  We  may  starve  to  death  in  the  streets  of  our  inner 
cities. 

We  may  continue  to  drink  polluted  water  and  inhale  toxic  waste  fumes,  but 
We’ll  be  damned  if  we’re  going  to  get  caught  with  our  pants  down  again. 
You  used  to  watch  the  civil  rights  marches  of  the  sixties  and  barely  contain 
your  anger.  You  wanted  them  all  to  go  home.  They  didn’t  listen  to  you  then, 
but  look  at  us  now,  sir.  We’ve  all  swung  to  the  right  and  we’re  clutching  for 
a piece  of  your  coattails.  You  knew,  the  time  will  come  when  your  name 
will  be  uttered  with  the  best  of  them—  I need  no  convincing  now,  though. 
Your  alert  sharpness  and  astute  perceptions  are  awe-inspiring. 

You  bring  us  all  back  to  the  days  when  mom  was  back  in  the  kitchen  where 
She  belongs,  dad  spent  his  weekends  at  the  club,  and  junior  couldn’t  wait  to 
join  the  army.  You  take  my  breath  away.  I can  still  remember  last 
summer  when  you  said  “My  fellow  americans.  I’m  pleased  to  announce 
I’ve  signed  legislation  outlawing  Russia  forever.  The  bombing  begins  in 
five  minutes.”  When  I heard  that  I threw  my  head  back  and  had  myself 
a hearty  laugh.  When  I awake  from  this  dream  where  I met  you.  I’m 
alone  in  cold  reality.  Somehow  though,  for  some  strange  reason, 

I can’t  seem  to  distinguish  the  difference. 

Christopher  John  Stevens 
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Doris  Savoy 
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RAIN  JOURNEY 


A rainy  night  and  I am  fearful  at  the  wheel... 

The  mist  rises  from  the  bouncing  rain 
on  the  road  ahead; 

The  white  lines  (my  lifelines  when  I drive  in  the  rain) 

approach  dimly  out  of  the  splashes 

one 

after 

another. 

I am  so  alone  in  my  car  in  the  rain. 

The  windshield  wipers  insist 
“think  - back 
think  - back 
think  - back.” 

The  song  on  the  radio 

is  one  of  acoustic  guitars 

and  pleading  harmonies 

that  pull  and  tug  at  my  memory, 

drawing  it  back  to  when 

the  world  was  a campus 

and  I was  a seeker 

of  truth  and  art. 

And  love,  of  course.  Weren’t  we  all? 

I wondered  who  I would  grow  up  to  be. 

There  were  so  many  questions  then,  but  what  were  they? 
The  song  ends  and  now  I only  wonder 
when  I stopped  all  that. 

As  the  other  cars  splash  me  by, 

my  own  vehicle  crawling  along  at  a safe  speed, 

I return  to  now 

and  all  I want  to  do  is 

make  it  home  in  one  piece. 


Marcy  Downey 
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Thomas  P.  Maguire 
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SURVIVAL 


I think  so  often 

And  wonder  what  has  happened. 

It  was  that  day  so  long  ago 
And  yet,  it  was  yesterday. 

The  month  was  May 
Like  any  other  May. 

The  flowers  were  blooming; 

The  birds  were  singing; 

The  lovers  were  walking; 

The  trees  were  budding; 

The  water  lapped  the  shore. 

I walked  slowly,  deep  in  thought. 

They  told  me  it  had  to  be  done 
But  why?  Why  me? 

What  did  I do? 

Whom  did  I hurt? 

Wh(‘r(‘  did  I go  wrong? 

I lof)ke‘d  about 

And  there  were  others. 

Many  lik(‘  me: 

Some'  were  tall,  some  short — 

Som(‘  old,  young,  skinny,  fat. 

Black,  r{‘d,  white,  yellow. 

W(“’re  all  the  same  in  the  face  of  God. 

Sh(‘  had  millions,  diamonds,  jewels — 

She  wanted  to  give  them  to  anyone 
That  could  change  things. 

No  one  heard,  no  one  saw. 

It  was  the  same,  she  had  to  go. 

There  was  a young  girl,  just  married 
Starting  out—  trying  to  succeed 
Wanting  a child. 

It  was  the  same,  she  too,  had  it. 

It  filled  your  mind  with  torment. 

I saw  the  lady  with  the  diamonds 
In  a room,  crying. 

Her  vanity  was  shaken,  her  body  mutilated. 
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I saw  the  young  girl  smiling,  happy; 
Her  husband  kissing,  caressing 
Whispering  words  of  hope. 

And  then  I saw  myself: 

I turned  to  my  grandchild; 
“Grandma’s  going  to  be  fine, 

I made  it,  I am  here.” 

I will  help  others; 

Fetch  me  any  time,  any  day 
If  you  miss  me,  try  again. 

I will  be  there  always. 

For  what  is  man,  just  a tool 
Put  down  by  God 
To  be  tested. 

And  I won, 

I am  solid,  I am  well 
And  I am  here. 
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A VERY  HONEST  MAN  WITH  A BLACK  HAT 


A very  honest  man  with  a black  hat  is  a curious  thing  to  see.  To  touch 
upon  the  old  rhyme  of  the  Purple  Cow,  however,  I’d  rather  see  than  be  one. 
Resigned  to  my  fate  and  knowing  no  other  I allowed  the  black  hat,  dreaded 
thing  that  it  was,  to  be  lowered  upon  my  head.  Its  great  heaviness  made  me 
wince  with  pain,  no  lessened  by  the  enormous  bolt  that  secured  it.  It 
seemed  to  go  straight  through  the  top  of  my  skull  and  deep  into  my  heart. 

The  audience  was  blind  and  deaf  to  my  pain,  believing  my  heart  as  black 
as  the  hat  they  placed  upon  me.  They  were  the  white  hatters  and  those  who 
were  between  hats  at  the  moment.  Banished  then,  I was  to  go  wherever 
black  hatters  are  sent  to,  the  length  of  my  stay,  undetermined.  Possibly 
indefinite.  My  former  love,  wearing  the  whitest  hat  of  all  had  no 
compassion  for  my  behavior  and  I could  not  resent  her  for  that.  She  was 
young  and  sensitive  and  had  to  learn  about  love  the  hard  way.  The  others 
refused  me  understanding.  Towards  them  I became  resentful  because 
most  of  them  had  worn  the  hat  at  one  time  or  another.  How  quickly  they 
had  forgotten.  My  heart  grew  bitter  at  this,  but  then  I reflected  upon  the 
time  I had  been  one  of  them.  In  earlier  times,  I had  placed  the  black  hat  on 
many  a head  and  attributed  my  own  fate  to  my  own  previous  lack  of 
sensitivity. 

The  white  hatters  and  hatless  stood  around  my  former  love  in 
consolation  as  I prepared  to  leave.  She  looked  upon  me  with  a teary  eyed, 
loving  contempt,  her  pleas  to  change  my  decision  laced  with  cries  of 
betrayal.  Although  this  was  not  the  case,  my  soul  grew  nauseous  with  guilt. 
Her  eyes,  bewildered  and  deadly  beautiful  against  tear  stained  features, 
bored  a slow  agonizing  hole  through  the  flesh  of  my  conscience.  I tore 
myself  away.  The  crowd,  outraged,  consoled  my  former  love  with  talk  of 
her  betterment  without  the  likes  of  me.  I had  “changed”  they  said,  to  their 
disappointment,  and  some  who  thought  of  themselves  as  “the  repeatedly 
victimized”  uttered  maledictions  of  one  kind  or  another. 
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I walked  then  a hundred,  two  hundred  miles  and  a thousand  more  in 
thought.  My  reason  became  blistered  and  sore  and  I longed  for  the  relief  of 
understanding.  With  each  step,  I grew  more  and  more  embittered  and  my 
brain  boiled  with  resentment.  What  had  I done,  I thought,  except  be  honest. 
I had  told  the  truth.  Honesty,  they  say,  is  the  best  policy  (although  far  from 
the  easiest).  I began  to  examine  other  possibilities.  There  were  three  ways  I 
thought  to  end  an  affair.  Honestly,  dishonestly  and  through  neglect.  What  if 
I had  been  dishonest,  manipulated  the  truth,  obscured  my  motives,  told  my 
love  nothing  and  pretended  all  was  well  while  I secretly  loved  another? 
Inevitably  the  truth  would  catch  me.  What  if  I had  been  neglectful? 
Became  too  busy  for  her  and  gave  little  of  myself?  Eventually  she  would 
grow  weary  of  the  chase  and  give  up,  forcing  her  to  end  it  and  wear  the 
black  hat.  No.  The  more  I walked,  the  more  I realized  how  silly  this  hat 
business  was.  We  enter  a relationship  without  hats.  It  is  a pity  that  we 
cannot  exit  it  the  same  way.  One  of  us  ends  up  the  victim  and  one  of  us  the 
villain.  The  bad  guy  with  the  black  hat.  Now,  do  not  get  me  wrong.  I have 
met  people  who  wear  the  hat  very  well  and  are  true  rotters  in  their  own 
right.  But  we  cannot  resent  or  resist  change.  It  is  the  only  thing  in  the 
universe  we  can  count  on.  If  you  have  need  of  change,  then  you  must.  You 
cannot  sacrifice  your  happiness  for  that  of  another.  There  are  times  you 
cannot  escape  the  hat.  Once,  to  avoid  the  hat,I  sacrificed  with  devastating 
results  as  my  unfulfilled  needs  welled  up  inside  me  like  some  toxic  gas  until 
one  day  I exploded,  and  the  shrapnel  of  a thousand  resentments  hurled 
through  the  air,  destroying  everything.  No  you  cannot  sacrifice.  Nor  can 
you  love  someone  for  what  you  want  them  to  be.  They  are  what  they  are, 
accepted  or  not. 

As  a white  hatter,  I had  been  living  in  an  angry  dream,  walking  in  circles, 
getting  nowhere,  understanding  little.  I was  repentant  for  creating  villains 
in  my  love  life  and  for  the  very  first  time  I realized  the  great  difficulty  in 
being  a very  honest  man  with  a black  hat. 

Patrick  Loughman 
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THE  WALL 


“Hello*’  Anybody  there?” 

No.  I’m  here  though. 

“That’.s  just  what  I asked,  is  ‘Anybody  there?’  " 

Precisely.  You  are  there,  I’m  here.  Because,  if  I were  “there”  I wouldn’t  be 
“here”.  Whereas,  you  are  “there”  and  not  “here”.  If  you  were  “here”,  you 
would  be  with  me  and  wouldn’t  have  to  ask  “Anybody  there?”  because  I’d  be 
standing  right  next  to  you,  here. 

“O.K.,  forget  it.  You’re  ‘here’ — ” 

No,  that  would  be  quite  impossible  because  as  you  can  see,  there  is  a wall 
between  us. 

“Alright,  alright!  You’re  on  the  other  side  of  this  wall!” 

No.  I’m  sorry  that  I have  to  correct  you  again  but  you  are  on  the  other  side 
of  the  wall,  otherwise,  you’d  be  right  here  with  me,  but  as  you  fail  to  see, 
there  is  a wall  separating  us. 

“I’ll  say!” 

No  you  didn’t,  I just  did. 

“O.K.,  in  that  case  I agree  with  you!” 

Obviously  you  don’t  or  you  would  have  noticed  the  wall. 

Robert  Heusser 
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THE  LOVING  WAR 


Being  a parent  brings  more  joy  and  sorrow,  pride  and  frustration,  than 
perhaps  any  other  facet  of  life. 

I remember  as  a child  making  a list  titled  “Things  I’ll  never  do  to  my  kid.’  ' 
My  mom  was  very  strict.  You  know,  the  type  who  would  make  you  go  up  and 
down  the  stairs  ten  times  if  you  happened  to  be  too  foot  heavy  when  she 
sentenced  you  to  your  room  for  the  night.  The  daily  entries  of  my  second 
grade  diary  consisted  of  punishments  for  unattended  chores.  When  I got 
Straight  A’s  in  school,  my  mother  would  tell  me  she’d  rather  see  B’s  and  have 
me  be  a little  brighter  around  the  house.  “Kind  of  dumb  and  kind  of  smart’" 
was  her  favorite  phrase  for  me.  Gradually,  through  my  own  experience  as  a 
mother.  I’m  understanding  how  she  acted  out  of  love. 

I believed  I could  find  a way  to  teach  my  daughter  respect  and  responsibility 
without  inflicting  the  insecurity  and  fear  I went  through  as  a child.  Oh  yes! 
Most  importantly,  I was  going  to  be  a friend  to  my  Kristina.  I would  always 
allow  her  the  chance  to  tell  her  side  before  I drew  any  conclusions.  Whether  it 
be  why  she  couldn’t  go  somewhere  or  have  a particular  thing  she  wanted,  I 
would  explain  myself  to  her.  Discipline  would  be  non-physical.  Never,  ever, 
would  I need  to  lay  a firm  hand  on  my  child!  I would  achieve  results  through 
logic.  Reasoning  alone  would  find  its  way  to  my  child’s  conscience  and  steer 
her  in  the  right  direction. 

Ha!!  Ten  years  have  gone  by  since  then  and  has  Kristina  ever  given  me  a 
rude  awakening.  My  sweet  bundle  of  joy  has  transformed  into  a selfish, 
spoiled,  mouthy  so-and-so  who  is,  quite  frankly,  trying  to  run  my  life.  Respect, 
it  appears,  cannot  be  achieved  without  instilling  a certain  amount  of  fear. 
Most  of  my  long  mother-daughter  chats  should  be  collected  and  flushed  down 
the  toilet  for  all  the  good  they’ve  done.  As  I turn  blue  in  the  face  searching  for 
words  to  make  a point  clear,  my  daughter’s  eyes  roll  toward  the  ceiling  while 
her  arms  fold  across  her  chest. 

Ten  year  olds  have  an  answer  for  anything  and  everything.  My  tolerance 
for  Krissy ’s  have  given  her  a clear  path  for  arguing  with  me.  Recently  I caught 
her  in  a lie  and  sent  her  to  bed  a half  hour  earlier  than  usual.  She  could  have 
won  an  award  for  the  performance  which  followed.  The  tears  were  flowing  as 
she  pulled  the  covered  over  her  head,  rejecting  my  good-night  kiss.  She  then 
informed  me  I ruined  the  most  important  night  of  her  life.  Missing  her 
favorite  rock-and-roll  band  on  the  boob-tube  was  absolute  torture.  The  choice 
she  gave  me  was  to  change  her  punishment  or  she  would  run  away  the  next 
day.  Upon  being  told  not  to  threaten  me,  she  declared  it  was  no  threat.  I have 
found  the  only  way  to  prevent  these  scenes  is  to  talk  through  gritted  teeth 
with  my  hand  raised  and  not  allow  one  word  to  roll  off  Krissy ’s  tongue.  Sounds 
cruel?  It’s  actually  kind  compared  to  what  I’d  like  to  do.  (Send  her  next  door 
via  the  wall!) 
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Debbie  Marsh 


I’m  now  struggling  to  find  a happy  medium.  Somewhere  between  my  drill 
sergeant  mother  and  marshmallow  me  would  be  nice.  In  the  meantime  I’m 
inconsistent;  going  from  firm  beliefs  to  guilty  conscience. 

I’ve  portrayed  my  daughter  in  a completely  bad  light.  She’s  also  very  witty, 
bright,  and  independent.  If  she  feels  a certain  way  about  something  she  states 
it.  There’s  an  abundance  of  questions  filling  her  head  and  they’re  asked  no 
matter  how  uncomfortable  you  may  feel  as  the  result.  If  no  one  breaks  her 
spirit  along  the  way,  these  traits  will  carry  her  far. 

We’ll  continue  growing  up  together  with  me  learning  as  much  from  Krissy 
as  she  does  me.  I’ll  travel  through  my  past  hurts  and  mistakes  all  over  again, 
only  twofold  as  I watch  Kristina  survive  them  in  her  own  way. 

Lori  Cosgrove 
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THE  GIRL  SAT  ALONE 

The  girl  sat  alone  in  the  crowd.  Insistent  chatter  poured  in  waves  over  her  as 
the  garrulous  students  sat  in  study  hall.  Mingled  with  the  endless  clashing  of 
teeth  and  tongues  was  the  sound  of  chairs  scraping  the  floor  and  papers  being 
torn  from  notebooks,  then  crumpled  into  balls.  Refusing  to  focus,  her  thoughts 
wandered  like  dry  seeds  on  the  summer  breeze;  never  landing  to  be  planted, 
never  being  able  to  set  out  roots  and  grow  into  a solid  idea. 

This  inability  to  concentrate  prompted  her  to  reach  for  her  brown  leather 
purse,  as  if  it  were  a life  raft  in  a stormy  sea.  Purposefully  she  unzipped  it  and 
withdrew  a cold  pair  of  silver,  steel  scissors.  Their  weight  in  her  warm  hand 
gave  her  the  guidance  that  had  somehow  escaped  her  mind.  Slowly  she  lifted 
them  to  ear  level;  then  grasping  the  black  handle  firmly  with  both  hands  she 
plunged  them  into  her  ear;  quickly  withdrew  them,  then  plunged  them  into 
the  other  ear.  Pure  red  pain  was  the  last  noise  she  heard,  but  it  was  followed  by 
sweet  silence  that  wrapped  itself  around  her  head  like  a cotton  blanket.  All  she 
could  hear  were  her  own  thoughts,  which  were  as  clear  as  a crisp  morning. 

Her  clear  thoughts  turned  to  the  flashing  ambulance  lights.  Being  lifted  into 
the  vehicle,  she  saw  her  mother,  and  her  lips  were  moving;  she  looked  so 
concerned  and  frightened.  If  only  she  could  understand  the  bliss  of  silence. 

Pamela  Clark 
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Randy  Silverman 


I WAS  A MINI  STUNTMAN 


The  screams  of  crowds  could  be  heard  for  miles.  I attempted  the 
impossible  and  succeeded.  The  well  known  Jeff  the  Great  had  just  broken 
the  world’s  record  for  taking  his  motorcycle  and  hurdling  it  over  a total  of 
35  oil  barrels.  As  I brought  my  bike  to  a screeching  halt,  I heard  a loud 
buzzing  noise  in  my  ear.  I did  not  want  to  wake  up  because  the  success  was 
just  getting  to  me.  But  I knew  it  was  eight  o’  clock  and  that  it  was  time  for 
my  daily  stunts  to  begin. 

I knew  if  I didn’t  wake  up  I would  hear  the  loud  bellows  of  my  Mom  from 
downstairs.  I slipped  out  of  my  bed  thinking  of  the  great  daredevil  stunts 
that  I would  do  for  today.  My  first  stunt  would  consist  of  me  curling  up  into 
a ball  and  crashing  down  two  sets  of  stairs.  I ended  up  at  the  bottom  of  the 
two  flights  without  a bruise  and  with  a smile  on  my  face.  My  mission  was 
completed  and  it  was  ten  past  eight  when  I sat  myself  down  at  the  kitchen 
table. 

It  was  time  for  stunt  number  two.  This  is  where  I would  take  my  knife 
and  stick  it  through  my  skin  so  it  would  just  hang  there  and  make  everyone 
at  the  table  sick.  But  these  were  minor  feats  because  I knew  in  about  fifteen 
minutes  I would  be  out  in  the  yard  thinking  of  bigger  and  better  things,  like 
jumping  off  my  roof  into  a pile  of  leaves  or  taking  my  bigwheel  through  the 
almost  impossible  obstacle  course.  This  course  normally  involved  driving 
down  a big  hill  and  jumping  off  a five  foot  wall,  then  driving  into  the  side  of 
the  house.  If  I lived  through  that  feat,  I would  leap  over  three  broken 
bicycles  and  hopefully  land  on  two  wheels.  At  this  time  I would  take  off  at 
high  speed,  breaking  the  sound  barrier  racing  through  the  part  of  town  I 
called  Death  City.  This  was  probably  the  most  dangerous  part  of  the  course. 
Here  I would  dodge  cars  while  being  chased  to  the  finish  line  by  rabid  dogs. 
Most  of  the  time  I would  finish  without  a scratch  and  pat  myself  on  the  back 
for  a job  well  done. 

Normally,  I would  be  hot  by  this  time  so  I would  head  over  to  my  friend’s 
house  and  do  my  favorite  stunt,  another  breath-taking  one.  I would  take 
my  bigwheel  to  the  top  of  his  porch,  about  ten  feet  high,  and  soar  down  into 
a four-foot  pool. 
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By  this  time  it  was  usually  time  for  lunch,  but  I knew  by  the  time  it  was 
over  I would  be  out  trying  to  beat  my  own  records.  Most  of  the  time  it  was 
the  big  barrel  race.  This  daring  stunt  would  consist  of  rolling  down  a steep 
hill  and  smashing  into  my  next  door  neighbor’s  brick  wall  while  tightly 
curled  up  in  a barrel. 

Sometimes  I could  not  handle  doing  little  stunts  all  day.  Then  I would 
attempt  the  bigger  and  better  stunts,  which  would  mean  an  audience,  of 
course.  I would  go  around  the  block  collecting  my  friends  and  charge  them 
25(p  to  see  the  big  ones.  One  of  these  money-making  stunts  involved 
jumping  from  the  top  of  a tree,  flying  down  to  the  ground  at  a very  high 
speed,  and  hitting  branches  before  I would  soundly  land  on  my  back  with  a 
thud.  But  I only  tried  that  one  once. 

There  were  also  my  winter  stunts,  like  the  time  I took  my  sled  over  a 
large  ramp  down  at  the  bottom  of  a hill  and  hurdled  over  the  top  of  a picket 
fence.  That  one  made  me  an  extra  dollar. 

I loved  trying  to  break  the  city  records  like  Evel  Kneivel.  When  he  tried 
to  jump  the  Grand  Canyon,  I tried  to  jump  Bum’s  Hill.  Neither  of  us 
succeeded.  There  were  also  stunts  that  almost  cost  me  my  life,  like  trying  to 
start  a fight  with  the  whole  school,  or  attempting  to  eat  my  dog’s  food.  But 
in  spite  of  all  these  daring  stunts,  I can  still  remember  saying  to  my  fans,  “A 
stuntman’s  got  to  do  what  a stuntman’s  got  to  do.” 


Jeff  Emerson 
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OBSESSION 


From  childhood  I knew  the  story  of  my  great-aunt’s  adultery,  having 
heard  it  whispered  many  times  when  the  women  gathered  in  my  mother’s 
kitchen.  Her  past  was  no  secret  to  any  of  the  villagers,  who  fed  on  such 
wickedness,  yet  she  always  seemed  to  be  cloaked  in  mystery,  as  legends  are. 
She  met  the  world  with  a smile,  her  eyes  held  wistful  shadows.  Her  gentle, 
confident  bearing  was  a denial  of  the  image  of  passion  and  obsession  woven 
through  the  kitchen  talk.  Often  people  came  to  see  her,  perhaps  to 
condemn  her,  to  probe,  to  avenge  her  crime  at  last.  Yet  none  of  them  ever 
left  her  presence  unenchanted  by  that  smile.  She  was  a woman  in  a trance, 
and  people  who  came  to  cast  stones  found  no  substantial  target. 

I think  of  her  often  and  wonder  how  she  escaped  punishment.  I rehearse 
her  story  tirelessly,  wanting  it  for  my  own,  wanting  unbridled  passion  and 
immunity  from  its  consequences.  Nothing  in  my  upbringing  allows  for 
such  a life  to  flourish,  nothing  but  this  persistent  myth  of  Great  Aunt  Flora. 
So  I cling  to  it,  embellish  it,  nurture  it. 

She  must  have  seen  him  many  times,  been  acquainted  with  his  wife  and 
children,  and  he  with  hers.  There  were  no  strangers  in  that  provincial 
valley.  Perhaps  their  obsession  rose  full  blown  at  a glance,  like  mutual 
thunder  in  the  blood,  plunging  them  into  instant  eclipse.  Who  can  plan  such 
phenomena,  who  can  predict  such  storms,  and  who  would  wish  to? 

It  was  the  time  of  harvest  celebration,  the  crops  brought  safely  in,  of 
women  in  their  brightest  calico  dresses,  hair  combed  and  curled,  romance 
in  the  air.  She  sat  resting  from  the  dance,  her  thoughts  a whirl  of  fiddle  and 
guitar  and  moonlight.  Wolf  sat  with  his  back  to  her,  leaning  forward,  hands 
resting  on  his  thighs,  absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts.  He  looked  down  at  his 
shirt  and  noticed  a loose  thread  hanging.  From  his  belt  he  drew  out  a buck 
knife,  opened  it  and  quickly  cut  the  thread.  She  watched.  Her  eyes  burned, 
her  hands  ached  to  touch  his  back.  It  had  begun.  Fascinated  by  his  self- 
absorption, she  knew  the  feel  of  his  skin  without  touching  it,  warm  and 
smooth  beneath  his  homespun  linen  shirt.  Beads  of  perspiration  lined  her 
brow  and  upper  lip.  Moist  tendrils  escaped  the  pins  at  thenapeof  her  neck. 
Her  pulse  quickened.  Suddenly,  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  looked 
around,  perhaps  in  answer  to  her  insistent  stare,  and  their  eyes  met.  Her 
glance  was  a flash  under  dark  lashes,  demure  and  wild.  His  was  direct  and 
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sure.  A spark  ignited.  There  were  no  words,  only  this  pre-natal 
communication,  outside  of  life  or  death. 

They  met  once  a week  for  almost  two  years,  in  an  abandoned  shack  at  the 
edge  of  a wheat  field.  She  bore  his  twin  sons.  Their  meetings  were  seldom 
marked  by  conversation,  for  words  could  remind  them  of  their  respective 
family  betrayals,  could  bring  their  doom  crashing  in  about  them.  Words 
had  the  power  to  dispel  obsession.  Their  meetings  somehow  transcended 
time  and  space;  the  little  shack  was  the  incubator  for  their  separate  reality. 
She  was  always  the  first  to  leave  their  bed,  returning  to  her  respectable 
husband  and  children  to  tie  on  her  apron  and  her  mother-mildness.  He 
would  return  to  his  plow  and  fieldhands.  Perhaps  there  were  omens  as  they 
emerged  from  their  trysting-place  - screaming  eagles  in  the  sky,  or  a 
sudden  cloud  across  the  summer  sun  sending  shivers  down  the  spine.  The 
love  of  Wolf  and  Flora  was  a bright  gift-knife  honed  to  razor  sharpness  by 
time  and  waiting. 

I don’t  know  how  Flora’s  husband  came  to  hear  of  their  meetings.  I don’t 
know  what  his  thoughts  were  as  he  loaded  his  shot-gun  and  set  out  in 
search  of  Wolf.  He  found  him  at  the  shack  and  shot  him  to  death.  There 
were  no  witnesses  to  hear  what  words  passed  between  the  two,  to  measure 
the  scene  for  its  telling  value.  Flora’s  husband  was  given  a sentence  of  life 
imprisonment. 

Villagers  flocked  to  the  courthouse  to  watch  the  trial,  to  pity  the  cuckold, 
to  revel  in  the  adultress’  misery  and  shame.  But  they  found  the  husband 
and  wife  united  in  a loving  embrace,  tears  flowing  amid  sweet  words  of 
comfort.  Flora  wore  her  crime  like  a halo.  She  was  a woman  forgiven, 
untouchable.  What  magic  did  she  know,  to  walk  so  steadily  between  the 
men  who  forfeited  their  lives  for  her?  I tried  for  years  to  solve  the  riddle  of 
this  woman  who  was  a law  unto  herself.  Now  I just  accept  her  as  mine. 

Flora  lived  to  a great  age.  She  worked  ceaselessly  to  secure  her  husband’s 
pardon,  until  he  died  in  prison.  Her  life  was  tidy  and  respectable,  and  if  she 
grieved  for  those  two  men  in  their  graves  no  one  knew.  She  had  many 
visitors  and  no  friends,  and  always  wore  the  same  luminous  smile  that  hid 
the  life  behind  it.  It’s  been  nearly  twenty  years  since  her  death,  but  Flora’s 
ghost  does  not  wander  hungrily  through  the  village  streets.  Often  the  other 
ghosts  come  to  see  her,  perhaps  to  condemn  her,  yet  none  of  them  ever 
leave  her  presence  unenchanted  by  that  smile.  Her  soul  rests  perfectly, 
replete  with  the  sacrificial  passion  of  one  man  and  the  wholehearted  for- 
giveness of  another. 


Ann  Scott 
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A VOICE  IN  THE  WILDERNESS 


Tis  a cold  and  bitter  day 
but  such  is  Autumn’s  breath. 

Her  words  trickle  down  resounding  calls 

in  scratchy  stirs  of  colored  bodies 

Which  accent  the  essence  of  her  majestic  snows 

When  the  greys  of  her  cloudy 

ocean  bellow  above. 


Autumn  silences  the  greens  to  wither  below. 
Their  tones  lay  spattered  or’  her  canvas  of  brown 
to  forbid  there  be  made  a hasty  surrender 
to  Autumn  and  the  Messiah  she  heralds. 

But,  her  crisp  winds  speak  a scourging  wrath 
and  humble  the  wounded  in  untamed  torrents 
to  sweep  paths  trod  by  many  a sanyasist 
who  may  be  kissed  of  her  deaths  and  still 
blessed  by  a familiar  redundance 
that  perpetrates  the  prophecy  of  Autumn. 

For  in  her  chosen,  dusky  hues 
linger  shades  of  fetal  rest 
that  will  still  the  turmult  of  a season 
becoming  wearied  of  growth. 


The  psyche’s  uneased  aches  for  change 

but,  alas,  sleep  is  only  begot 

by  they  whom  Autumn  has  seen  to  bless. 

However  it  may  be — 

we  remain  thankful  for  the  cold 

and  set  most  humble  before  the  chill 

of  this  artist  we  have  charted  Autumn. 

These  frozen  drops  spun  wild  and  weary 

about  my  timid  body, 

pinch  roses  to  the  cheeks  of  children 

spilling  forth  the  wine  of  youth 

to  romp  but  a mere  promise 

amid  the  molten  old. 


Jyne 

Oct.  30,  1984 


*Ref erring  to  the  New  Testament  description 
of  the  prophet  John  the  Baptist 
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Randy  Silverman 


NOVEMBER  FOG 

November  fog, 
in  my  head, 
in  my  soul. 

November  fog, 
impenetrable,  heavy, 
shadowy. 

Thoughts  lie  fallow, 
rest, 

exhausted  and  tired. 

Ideas  remain  opaque, 
intentions  vague, 
no  light. 

Senses  rest  in  recovering  sleep, 
in  expectation  of  saving  light, 
should  the  fog  disappear. 

November  fog, 
in  my  head, 
in  my  soul. 


Elke  Schneider 
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